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Fog 


He didn't know why he was out here. Why he'd just found himself walking the streets of a sleepy City of 
Angels before most places even opened their doors; that was one of the cute traits of the city, he supposed. 
It was-what? Six thirty in the morning, at best? Maybe that was fog. It was more likely smog, but it might 
have been fog. He could paint it to be fog. It had been fog on those cold New Jersey mornings. A hand moved 
without resolution as a Marlboro was pulled from the pack that stuck haphazardly out of ill-fitting, faded jeans 
with the knees torn out. Bits of the frayed denim hung around grass-stained knees, he'd spent most of 
yesterday at the park with Bandit. A family outing. It had been rice, living a simple life with his family, working 
on his comics. 

Sure, he'd stopped smoking a while ago, but he'd changed his mind. He'd quit once, he could quit again if he 
wanted to. The lighter sparked to life and the end of the cigarette was soon ignited as he took the first drag, 
pulling the light jacket closer around him. It was fall. Los Angeles fall was nothing like Jersey fall. Then again, 
that was like comparing apples and oranges, wasn't it? If you grade a fish on its ability to climb a tree, it will 
fail every time. Or however that old saying went. 

Smoke curled before his lips as he found himself sitting at the edge of a pier. Checking his watch, he realized it 
wasn't six thirty. It was just now encroaching upon six in the morning and that's why Starbucks wasn't open 
yet. (Those places should be twenty four hours by now, as far as he was concerned) But he could wait. The 


wood beneath him groaned a bit. This wasn't a well walked pier, this wasn't a well populated area It was almost 


nostalgic in a way, only he didn't have to worry about bodies being found in the ocean, Well, if they were, it 
was usually covered up a hell of a lot better than hearing about someone that was probably related to you in 
one way or another fishing up the third dead body of the year out of the lake. 

Jersey, man. Maybe that was the best part about his upbringing. He wasn't scared. He hadn't really gotten 
scared that much when he was touring the world. Well, at least not from external forces. The scariest thing 
was probably the internal. And damn, did he deal with a lot of internal. Drinking and cocaine. Depression The 
highs and lows were so extreme that everything else came to taste bland on his tongue. Even Lindsey had 
pointed it out, that he seemed happy, but, well, lackluster. 

Another drag before ashes spiraled in the gentle wind down into the water, likely sending some small fish into a 
frenzy until they realized that it wasn't edible and dispersed. Silver darted in the dark water, and it was all too 
like the fans dispersing quickly from the front of the concert after a show, running to the tour bus for the 
chance to see them, to meet them. How crazy. 

One hand held his cigarette as the other ran through his hair. It was dirty. He really needed to take a shower 
when he made it home. But he'd probably sleep first, if he could get to sleep. He was pretty sure that Lindsey 
was sick of sleeping alone, but his circadian rhythm was so far gone that he wasn't sure how she slept at 
night. He'd always been an insomniac, spending late nights crouched over a tiny drawing table in a room that 
probably forgot what sunlight looked like. But that room had birthed him, had created him as he came to be 
known by hundreds of thousands of fans across the globe. Some little animator that ended up starting a band 
that started a revolution Was he even that same Jersey kid now? The one that had so many middle fingers 
raised towards the sky in a sign of open defiance to whatever power was out there? Could he get that again? 
Was that energy there? 

No. 

It wasn't just him. It had never just been him. It was the unity, the brotherhood of four.. five. It had been five. 
Albeit for rather brief stints but-it had been five, and then four again. But they made do. It was just a 
shame. Everything that happened. 

His eyes moved down to the cigarette in his hand in time to find out that there was more ash buildup on the 
tip of the cigarette than there was carcinogen left and he shook his head, knocking the ashed off as he rubbed 
a hand through his brunette hair again How much dye of how many colors had he been through in the last 
twelve years? Who knows. Maybe hiding from the public eye, maybe that would give him reason to stop 
destroying his hair. It wasn't likely, though. He had to harbor some sort of addiction, and all that. 

| thought you quit.” 

Eyes widened when he heard that voice. Not even footsteps on the pier had alerted him that he wasn't alone 
but he didn't lift his head, didn't turn. What was he supposed to do, acknowledge that? He just swallowed hard 
and took a long drag. "I did" 

‘Obviously you didn't" 

He heard the slight chuckle in the voice. He could almost hear the hands with fingers poking through fingerless 
gloves pushing into the sleeves of a hoody that was probably too big on the tiny frame that he knew was 
behind him. He saw the hand that rubbed along the nostril (was it still pierced?-No. Neither was that familiar 
lower lip. He'd taken those out a while ago) and heard the slight shift as he knew eyes looked over him and to 
the ocean. And nobody wanted to say anything, because nobody ever did. 

‘Its early." 

Was this what they were reduced to? Stupid, shallow conversations after chance meetings? How fucked up was 
it to be those guys. Hell, they had another ten years before they were supposed to awkwardly run into each 


other as they dropped their children off at the same ritzy private school or something like that. Bandit and 
Lily would be in the same class, and they'd be just like their dads. Friends from the start, with any luck. A new 
generation forming while the old generation awkwardly glanced towards each other at PTA meetings and awards 
nights. 

"Yeah." 

Was that all he had to say? He hadn't seen the other in-how long had it been? Could have been days. Or 
weeks. Months? A man he used to spend years on end with on a tiny little bus, across from one another on 
tiny bunks, hearing every little noise that came from above, below, or across from you, and now he didn't even 
know when the last time he saw him was. Maybe he needed to go to the doctor and see about those pills he 
was on, if they were really fucking with his memory. He hoped not. He didn't need more pills to cancel out what 
the pills were already doing. How counter productive was that? Not since he'd been just starting out with a 
basket full of anti-depressants and God knows what else they had him on had he been opening as many orange 
bottles with white caps in the morning. But it evened it out. Made him boring, maybe, but it evened him out. 
And he was still the same man he'd always been. Wasn't he? 

"How's the family?" 

Good god they were those guys. How fucking heart breaking. They used to be able to just look at each other 
with a smile and a laugh and know everything that was going unsaid with a bit of a laugh and a smile, a playful 
squeeze or a hug. How many nights had he woken up with the other male's hair splayed across his chest, 
having gotten an unexpected visitor to his bunk in the middle of the night because of a nightmare? It happened. 
It happened a lot, and soon he realized that they nightmares were only about ten percent of the reason he 
woke up with an impromptu bunk mate. 

"Great, man. Great. Everyone says Cherry is just like her dad.. | hope not, for her sake." 

A shared laugh. A walled laugh, yes, but it was at least a step in one direction or the other. It was 
communication.. rigid, fake, and scripted, but it was better than the silence they'd sat in last time. The words 
still rank in his ears. Hell, they'd all seen it coming. They'd have to have been fools to have not known it was 
right around the corner but they tried. It was like a relationship that was falling apart. Hell, it was a 
relationship that was falling apart. He remembered, he'd gotten angry, stomped out, slammed the door, left 
them sitting there in awkward silence, him running his hands through his hair and staring down at his shoes. 
"Hey... | gotta get going.’ 

So soon, he wanted to ask, and where was he going at this hour of the morning? 

"It was nice seeing you though, Gee." 

Not that he could see the same, he hadn't really seen the other man, but he knew it well enough. Another 
drag, another shaky exhale as he ran a hand through his mess hair again, looking across at the horizon as he 
heard footfalls on the pier behind him. 


".. See you around, Frankie," he spoke, well after he knew the other was well out of ear shot. 


